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As often as we cate* By th’Elements, 

If ere againe I meet him beard to beard, 

He’s mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in’t it had: For where 
1 thought to cruft him in an equall Force, 

True Sword to Sword: lie potche at him fome way. 

Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. 

Sol. He's the diucll. 

^4«/.Bolder,though not fofubtle:my valors poifon’d. 
With onely fuff ring (lame by him: for him 
Shall flyc out of it lelfe, nor fleepe, nor fan&uary. 

Being naked, fickc; nor Phane,nor Capitoll, 

The Prayers of Priefts, nor times ofSaerificc: 
Embarquements all of Fury.fhall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftomc ’gainft 
My hate to Martim. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, eucn there 
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I 
Waft my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to th’Citie, 
Learne how ’tis held, and what they arc that muft 
BeHoftages for Rome. 

Soul. Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
(’Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace ofit 
I may fpurre on my iourncy. 

Soul. Iftallfir. 


The Tragedie of QorioUnus. 


Giue your difpofitions^ 

pleafurcs (at the Icaft)if you take it as , ^ 

being fo: you blame Martin for bein e L* ^ to you i„ 
'Brut. Wcdoicnotalonc/ir. 8P ° ud ' l0 


Men. I know you can doe’ very little 1 
helpes are many, or elfe your attions wouicU’ f ° r jo* 
drous fingle :your abilities are to Infant-ll 8 
much alone. Y ou talke of Pride: Oh, that« * f ° r do oin 9 
your eyes toward the Napes of your nedJ'° U Coul dtUrn 
but an Interiour furuey of your good fell,,, * , and mt. 


°»aie 

you 


ABus Secmdus. 


Enter Menenim with the two Tribunes of the 
feoplejSicinins & T rut us. 


Men. The Agurer tels me, wee ftall hauc Ncwes to 
night. 

Bru. Goodorb-id? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martins. 

Sicin. Nature teaches Beads to know their Friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 

Sic in. The Lambe. 

Men. I,to deuour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martin-. 

Bra. He’s a Lambe indeed, thatbaes like a Beare. 
Men. Hee’s a Beare indeede, that liues like a Lambe. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that iftall aske 
you. 

Both. 


Well fir. 

Men. In what enormity is Martin poore in,that you 
two haue not in abundance ? 

Bra. He’s poorc in no one fault, but ftor’d withall. 

Sicin. .Efpecially in Pride. 

Bra. And topping all others in boafting. 

you are confuted hecre in the Ci'cy^I mean of v^ a Wright | fe v inT “ AffesPade ' fadd,e >’ y«y ou muftbcc 
hand File, do you? rvsatnngnt faying. Mart,us ,s proud: whoinacbeape cftiroation.is 

Both. Why ? ho ware we cenfur’d? worth all your predeceffors, fince Deucalion, though per. 

Men. Becaufeyou talke of Pride now, willyounot - en ^ re . r ? meof th ebeft«f'em were hereditane hang 


could. ' your8O0di ' clu ^0hth;; 

Both. What then fir? 

Men. Why then you ftould difeouer, k 
meriting,proud, violent, teftie Masift rates 7 r Ce ° f vn 
as any in Rome. ® ia «*( a «aiFool e n 

Sicin. Menenius, you are knownc well » n , 
Men. I am knowne to be a humorous L?° U§h t0 °- 
one that loues a cup ofhot Wine.with not * a "<l 
ing Tiber in’t: Said,to be fomething im Pc 3° flla y- 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder pt nfauo »- 
triuiall motion : One, that conuerfes mo ‘ . , v PP 01 Mo 
tocke of the night,then with the forhead of!I ththeBut - 
What I think, I vtter,and fpend my malice in mT'"*’ 
Meeting two fuch Wcales men as you are n 7 brtath ' 
you Licurgufes,) if the drinkc you gi uc me , “? not 
lat aduerO/jImakc a crookedface at it rV 
Worftippes hauc deliuer’d the matter well wh^’.r 0 "' 
the Aflc in compound, with the Maior part of ^ r findc 
bles. And though I muft be content to beare 
that fay yo« atcreuerend graucmen.yctthev i^/T* 
that tell you haue good faces, ifyoufeethl ^ 
of my Microcode, foUowes it tha^ 1 am knowne* i| ip 

nough too ? What harme can your beefome Conf i'' 

ties gicane out of this Charrjtcr, if| be knowne tt' 
nough too. wcli c- 

Bra. Come fir come, we know you well enough 

Menen. You know neither mee, your felucs. nor a„v 
thing: you arc ambitious, forpoorc knaaes cappes an! 
legges : you weare out a good wholcfome Forenoone in 
.hearing a caufe betweenean Orendge wife, and a Fort 
feller, and then re.ourne the Controuerfie of threepence 
toafecond day of Audience. When you areheaLa 

ZTl ? ndp3rt ^ if > ou chaunce « bee 

pinch d with the Collicke, you make faceslike Mum. 
mers, fet vp the bloodieFlagge againft all Patience, and 
m roaring tor a Chamber-pot, difmiffe the Controuerfie 

bleeding, the more intanglcd by your hearing : All the 
peaceyou make in their Caufe, is calling both the parties 
Knaues. ftou arc a payre offtrangc ones. 

Bra. Come, come, you are well vnderfloodtobeea 

theCapftofl 1 f ° rthe TabIc ‘ tbcnanccellar y B{nchctin 
Men. Our very Priefts muft become Mockers, ifrhey 
fiiall encounter fuch ridiculous Subietfts as you are, when 
you fpeake beft vnto the purpofe. It is not wootththe 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferuenotfo 
honourable a graue.as to ftuffe a Botchers Culhion.orto 
be intomb d in an Afles Packe-faddle; yetyou muft bee 


beanery 

Both. Well,well fir,well. 

Men. Why ’tis no great matter: for a very little theefe 
ofOccafion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience: 


/ 


men. Godden to your Worftips, more of your coni er- 
fation would infetft my Braine, being the Heardfmenof 
the Beaftly Plebeans. 1 will be bold to take my leaueof 
you. 

Bru. and Scic, tAftde- 

Sitter 


| | | | | | | | | | | | | | | 
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The Tragedie of foriolanus. 


Enter Volumina ) Vtrgtlia i itud Valeria. 


now (my as faire as Noble) Ladyes,and the Moene 

V_ ' . . % Y f • 1*1 J ^ A ■vA.lt f^\]]/vivi 


Jer'Jfhee Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doe you follow 


your Eyes fofaft? 


folunt. Honorable Menenin, my Boy Martin appro- 
u es: for the loue of luno let’s goe. 

CP Meio*- Hi? Martin comminghome ? 

f/ifrtrn. I,worthy Menenim ,and with moft profperous 

Tfcnln. Take my Cappc Jupiter ,and I thanke thee: 
toajiartim comming home ? 

llttdies. Nay,’tis true. 

polum. Looke,here’s a Letter from him,the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (I thinke) there’s one at 
home for you. 

jllenen. I will make my very houfe reele tonight: 
^Letterfor me? 

pirgil. Yes ccrtaine.there’s a Letter for you,l faw’t. 

fyltnen. A Letter for me ? it giues me an Eftate of fe- 
uenyeercs health; in which time, 1 will make a Lippe at 
thePhylician:Tbe moft foueraigne Prefcription in Galen , 
is but Emperickqutique; and to this Preleruatiue, of no 
belter report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded? 

Virgil. Oh p.o,no,no. 

Velum. Oh,he is woundcd,I thanke the Gods for’t. 

Menen. So doe I too, if it be not too much : brings a 
Viftorie in his Pocket?thc wounds become him. 

Velum. On’s Browes : Menemus. hec comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen, Ha’s he difeiplin’d Aajfidiw foundly ? 

Volum. Titos Lartiue writes,thcy fought together,but 
Auffiiiui got off. 

Menen. And ’twas time for him too, lie warrant him 
that: and he had flay’d by him.I would not haue been fo 
fiddjous’d, for all the Chcfts in Catioles, and the Gold 
that’s in them. Is the Senate pofleft of this ? 

Velum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha’s Letter* from the Generali,wherein hec giues 
mySonne the whole Name of the Warre: he hath in this 
sclion out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valer. In troth,there’s wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous: I,I warrant you,and not with¬ 
out his true purchafing. 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true. 

Velum. True ? pow waw. 

Mene. True? Hebe fworne they are true: where is 
hce wounded,God fauc your good Worftips ? CMarttw 
is comming borne: hee ha’s more caufe to be prowd: 
where is he wounded ? 

Velum. Ith’ Shoulder,and ith’ left Armc: there will be 
large Cicatrices to ftew the People, when hee ftall ftand 
for his place: he receiued in the rcpulfc of Tar quin feuen 
hurts ith’ Body. 

Mene. One ith’ Neck,and two ith’Thigh,there’s nine 
that I know. 

Volum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentic 
fiue Wounds vpon him. 

Mene. Now it’s twentie feuen ; euery gaft was an 
Enemies Graue. Hcarkc,the Trumpers. 

A (howt , and flouri/h. 

Velum. Thefe are the Vfters of CMartim: 

Before him,hee carryes Noyfe; 

And bchindc him.hee lcaues Teares: 


Death,that darke Spirit, in’s ncruie Arme doth lye, 
Which being nduanc’d,declines,and then men dye. 


tA Sennet. Trumpets found. 

Enter Cominim the Generali t and Titos Latins: be- 
trreene them Coriolmm,crown'd with an Oaken 
Garland, vrith Captair.es and Soul- 
diers , and a Heranld. 

Herauld. Know Rome,that all alone Manias did fight 
Within Corioles Gates: where he hath wonne, 

With Fame.a Name to C Martins Cairn : 

Thefe in honor followes c JMartms Cairn Coriolanm. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanm. 

Sound. Flourifo. 

Ad. Welcome to Romc.rcnowned Coriolansu. 

Coriol. Normorcof this,itdoes offend my heartjpray 
now no more. 

Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother. 

Coriol. Oh! you haue,I know,petition’d all theGods 
for my profperitie. Kneeles. 

Volum. Nay,my good Souldier.vp : 

My gentle tAlarttos. worthy faiw, 

And by deed-atchicuing Honor newly nam'd. 

What is it ( ’Coriolanm ) muft I call thee ? 

But oh,thy Wife. 

forio. My gracious filence,hayle : 

Would’ft thou haue laugh’d,had I come Ccffin’d home. 
That wecp’ft to fee me triumph? Ah my dearc. 

Such eyes the Widowcs in Carioles were, 

And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 

Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 

Com. And Hue you yet? Oh my fweet Lady,pardon. 
Volum. I know not where to turne. 

Oh welcome homennd welcome Generali, 

And y’are welcome all. 

Mene. A hundred thoufand Welcome* : 

I could wcepe,and I could laugh, 

I am light,and heauie; welcome: 

A Curfe begin at very root on’s heart. 

That is not glad to fee thee, 

Yon are three,that Rome ftould dote on t 
Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home. 

That will not be grafted to yout Rallift. 

Yet welcome Warriors: 

Wee call aNettle,but a Nettle; 

And the faults of foolcs,bu: folly. 

Com. Eucr right. 

Cor. Menenim , euer,euer. 

Herauld . Giue way there,and goe on. 

Cor. Your Hand,and yours ? 

Ere in our owne houfe I doe ftade my Head, 

The good Patricians muft be vifited. 

From whom I haue recciu'd not onely greetings. 

But with them,change of Honors. 

Volum . Ihaucliued, 

To fee inherited my very Wiftes, 

And the Buildings of my Fancie: 

Onely there’s one thing wanting, 

Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee. 

Cor. Know,good Mother, 

I had rather be their feruant in my way. 

Then fway with them in theirs. 

Com o On,to the Capital!. Flourifh. Cornets. 

Exeunt in State, as before . 

Enter 
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